An operation was performed above the knee, and the patient's life was saved. On the other side of the room is the plaster model of a splendidly developed arm belonging to a noted prize-fighter, and not far from this is another plaster cast of an arm removed from a mendicant impostor, who is said for many years to have excited the sympathy of the benevolent by showing a stump from which apparently a hand had been lost. In reality, the man had by persistent bandaging doubled up the hand under the wrist, and had so crushed and squeezed it as to make it appear that he had entirely lost it. Of course the member became utterly useless, and when after a while the miserable creature apparently came to repent of his folly, and to be anxious to make some sort of use of his maimed limb, he had to submit to the removal of the fore-arm, in order that some useful appliance might be fitted to the stump.
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Perhaps the oddest thing in the whole collection is the windpipe of a man who was choked by a mutton chop. The oral tradition is that the chop was stolen, and the thief tried hastily to bolt it in order to conceal the fact. It is a pity that this does not appear to be the true story, for it is decidedly better than the one in the catalogue, from which it appears that the owner of the windpipe ordered a mutton chop in an eating-house. It was brought to him, and shortly afterwards the waiter found him dead in his seat. A coroner's inquest brought in a verdict of death from heart-disease, but a medical student happened to dissect a portion of the body for some purpose of his own, and found the real cause of death in the mutton chop wedged tightly in the windpipe. A novelist who should have invented such an accident as a means of disposing of the villain of his plot and rescuing his heroine from impending doom, would have been regarded as a great simpleton. 
